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A beautiful thought in 
your sub-conscious mind? 

JI/fANY people who receive the Christinas number of Tlu Wai Cm may 
be reading this periodical for the first time. If yon are one it i>uy be 
of interest to know that the very lirst issue of Tht War Cry and there' are 
now some forty editions being published weekly or monthly mound the 
world— appeared in London, England, on December 26th. 1879. 

Perhaps a kind friend sent you this as a sort of super-Chri-tmas 
card. What a sensible idea! If he or she filled in the greetin" on the 
inside of the front cover you might need some comment on tile verses 
quoted. But first let's take another look at the cover picture. 



The innkeeper is holding a light. I 
expect he needed it badly, I don't 
suppose he was very familiar with the 
surroundings. The animals look sur- 
prised to see him there. After all, they 
arc thinking, he only comes round him- 
self when he wants something in a 
hurry. The dog has a knowing look. 
He knows the routine. Of course, in 
the usual way this man and woman 
would have been taken into the inn and 
some servant sent round to the stable 
with the ass. But even Galilean peas- 
ants have to be received with dignity 
and the innkeeper himself must conduct 
them to their accommodation. 

I think I would turn the innkeeper 
a little further round so that you could 
not see his face. In the first place he 
would have to be a very clever artist 
to portray the expression I think this 
man should wear. He is feeling very 
uncomfortable. Pie knows he must find 
a place for Jesus; he knows this is the 
wrong place for Him, and now he wants 
to get away as quickly as possible and 
forget all about Him, 

I do not want us to think of him as 
any particular kind of man, old, young 
or middle-aged — or even as a man at 
all. I cannot describe his face because 
his is your face, my face, everybody's 
face. For the innkeeper is MANKIND. 

Before the innkeeper put Jesus there 
in actual fact, he put Him there in 
thought. Where does He come in our 
picture? 

General William Booth used to say 
that Salvationists ought never to allow 



their children war-like toys or discuss 
such matters before them. That was all 
right for General Booth, hut he didn't 
have to bring up a small son during the 
days of the Battle of Britain and the 
London Biiiz. Why, everything shouted 
war: the street-corner greetings, the 
radio news, the popular son^s. the chil- 
dren's games and the sights and scenes 
all around us. 

Is it any wonder that ever)- pa«e of 
the little t«>y's drawing-book was filled 
with zooming fighter planes, bombs 
dropping, camouflaged buildings and 
gun emplacements. There were of course, 
one or two interpolations. "Band on the 
march", "Dad preechin' " and sundry 
other scraps of Salvation Army activity. 

But one day I found a curious little 
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pushed into a corner of that page, 
anyway. 

We have to admit that, with some of 
us who go to church, our weekday habits 
earn us the reputation of a "Sunday- 
go-to-meeting Christian". On Sunday 
we may find some place for Jesus in our 
thouidiu, but how much room do we 
give Him there in our weekdays? 

And what about the ordinary man in 
the street? Generally he has a place for 
Christ, He cannot possibly picture Him 
among his daily interests — even his Sun- 



Comments on the front cover by THE EDITOR 



group in one corner of a page dedicated 
to a particularly militant pot-pourri. 
"What may this be?" I asked. "Oh 
that?" said the artist nonchalantly, 
"That's Jesus on the Cross." 

My first reaction was to say, "Now 
look here, son, you shouldn't mix Jesus 
up with all those horrible things. You 
ought to put Him on a page by Him- 
self. But I rebuked the thought instantly. 
Isn't that what we are all trying to do — 
to put Christ on a page by Himself? 
We generally label that page "Sunday". 
Though, what with the sort of radio 
and television programmes that seep into 
Sunday homes (including Christian 
ones), it looks as though He is being 



day interests. He has vague thoughts 
about His being a very present help 
in lime of trouble, so he respectfully 
and rather shamefacedly puts him in a 
place of usefulness. There in the stable? 
The beasts know why. Is he hungry? 
The innkeeper will send someone around 
for flesh or milk. Has he burdens to be 
borne? Here is a patient ox. Does danger 
threaten and he must fly? In such a 
case he will probably come hurrying 
round himself. 

I heard an Air Force man the other 
day recalling a war-time exploit. He was 
on the tail of an enemy plane when 
suddenly he found himself attacked on 

(Continued on page 18) 
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BY GENERAL FREDERICK COUTTS 

"Great iv r/i** mystery of godliness: God was mani 
jest in the flc\h" f I Timothy 3:16). 



Babe of Bethlehem 

Babe of Bethlehem, 

Thrust Thy hands into our human affairs! 

We have played with potential power 

Until its energy-engendered fire has scorched 

our souls. 
We have stretched out our minds, and now our 

wills, toward yon distant galaxies, 
But our ethics, our aims and our attitudes 
Are yet base and earthbound. 
We have seen strange colour shades, 
Where Thou hast seen only "MEN"; 
We have fought, and faltered, and feared, 
And our hearts have been broken, half-mended, 

then broken again. 
And, beside all this, deep down Inside of us, 
At the very heart of us 
Where the pulse of life beats strongest, 
There we "have sinned against heaven, and in 

Thy sight". 
O Babe of Bethlehem, 
Into this troubled maelstrom move. 
Our inns are still crowded, 
But our mangers — our poor, humble, earth- 
perfumed mangers- 
Await Thy coming! 
Come, Babe of Bethlehem, 
And we will come in from our night to catch 

divinity from Thine eyes, 
And feci It exuding from "The Word made 

flesh.". 
O Babe of Bethlehem, 
We are lonely and lost! 
Show us the way back to the Fatherhood of 

God! 

ARTHUR R. PITCHER 
Brigadier 



The Great 



SMALL use writing a pretty-pretty piece about the lights in Oxford 
Street or the decorations in Bourke Street when we face the fact 
of the Incarnation — the Word made flesh. 

This is not because I am a curmudgeon or a square. My only 
reason for avoiding the West End at Christmas-time is that to be 
caught in a traffic jam is not my favourite way of spending a leisure 
hour. And nothing would give greater pleasure than to walk down 
Bourke Street again, for it has never been my lot to be in Melbourne 
over Christmas. But Christmas does not centre around any of the 
multitudinous actions of men but rather the greatest of the acts of 
God — His coming to earth in Christ in the form of a servant and in 
fashion as a man. 

Scholars have pointed out that the word "great" in "Great is 
the mystery . . ." means of great importance, not difficult to under- 
stand. All the same, we had better take it both ways. Undoubtedly of 
great importance, but undoubtedly difficult to under- 
stand as well. As William Temple used to say. "If any 
man says that he understands the relation of deity 
to humanity in Christ, he only makes it clear that 
he does not understand at all what is meant by the 
Incarnation." Great is the mystery! 

A truth can be mysterious, however, and yet still 
valid. I must not say that what I do not understand 
is therefore not true. The limits of human knowledge 
are not die final limits of reality. And, because neither 
I — nor anyone else — can "explain" the coming of 
God in Christ to the world, that is no reason for saying 
that here is one more fairy tale — the most fanciful 
of the lot— which decorates that ancient fantasy called 
the Christian faith. 

Maybe we have started at the wrong end in think- 
ing about the divine humanity of the Redeemer. To 
our imperfect understanding of God we have added our 
imperfect understanding of our own human nature, 
and have supposed that the addition of these two 
imperfections could account for the perfection of Jesus. 
But whatever Jesus is, He is not the summation of 
our ignorance. It is true that I can better understand 
my own nature in the light of His, but I do not more 
fully understand His nature in the light of my own. 
Mine illuminates nothing in its own right. Every 
virtue I possess is derivative. While Jesus is rightly 
called the first-born among many brethren, I cannot 
therefore deduce what He is from what I am, child 
though I be by grace of that same family of God of 
which He is the Elder Brother. 

We can call the tyro emerging from the club house 
with a new and unused set of irons a golfer, and we 
also call Jack Nicklaus a golfer — but there the re- 
semblance ends. The topped drives and mangled divots 
of the beginner provide no clue to the skills of the 
professional. Jesus Christ was "truly and properly 
man" — as we are men, but here again the resemblance 
ends. What I am is small clue to what He was. We 
are in a dead end and will have to start again. 

We may do better and go farther by recalling 
what was the announced intention of Jesus while 
He was on earth. This is common knowledge; it was 
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Mystery 



to do the will of the Father. By contrast, we ourselves 
can have manifold interests. Like the demoniac we 
can answer: "we are many". Competing passions war 
within us. With Jesus there was but one over-ruling 
desire. 

An ellipse is described about two foci; a circle 
around one. The nearer those focal points to one an- 
other, the nearer the ellipse approaches a circle; the 
farther apart, the greater the difference. When the foci 
coincide, the ellipse becomes a circle. 

The divine humanity of Jesus is most clearly seen 
in the realm of the will. His life on earth had but one 
centre — the fulfilling of His Father's will, Both circles 
coincided, for both had a common centre. Here was a 
mutual agreement of purpose which held good in all 
weathers. 

In the person of Jesus, God and man were Joined 
in the unity of a common end. When Jesus entered 



human lilt-, (iml entered What J«">us did, Uo«i wa* 
doing What Jesus suffered, GjkI suffered. Clod was 
in ( 'hrist. was the apostolic explanation, in Jesus we 
see God; in Jesus we also vrv man ■ -both joined in the 
dedicated unity of a single brint;. 

Great is the mystery! I couldn't airrre more. But 
mystery is neither falsehood nor illusion because it hap- 
pen* to 1m? mystery. The mystery of the Incarnation is 
a truth with which we are left to wrestle, but morning 
light will disclose, as it did to Jacob, the name and 
nature of the glorious Adversary. 

Christian teachers have never denied that such 
doctrines as those of the Incarnation, the Atonement 
and the Resurrection are mysteries of which our 
understanding cannot be other than incomplete. Vet 
to know in part is still to know which is entirely 
different from being led up the garden path. Even 
partial knowledge is some assurance that we are not the 
victims of a delusion. It is the shallow river whose bed 
Can easily he seen. The deep lake in the Alps holds 
inviolate the secret of her soundings. Yet those depths 
are as real as the shallows. 

At Christinas we are in the deepest of deep waters. 
But though this act of God in Christ transcends cur 
understanding, faith returns grateful thanks to Him for 
His unspeakable gift of a Saviour, Acceptance of this 
truth can turn any man's holiday into an unforgettable 
holv dav. 
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Adoration of the Shepherds, by Qeoro'oni 
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WHAT is Christmas 1 It is Christ's mass, the cele- 
bration of the birth of the Saviour. It is a Baby 
in a manger, warm and snug in His mother's arms, 
His tiny hands outflung to an unsuspecting world, 
His rosebud mouth smiling mysteriously, His heart 
beating in the rhythm of human living, His mind 
just opening to the wonder of another world. It is 
the mystery of God in man, the glory of the Incar- 
nation, the proof of God's amazing love. 

Christmas is a time for children, a time when the 
whole world pauses for a little while to think of gifts 
for loved ones, when the light of happiness in the 
eyes of a child shines as brightly as a beckoning 
star, a time when selfishness is forgotten for a mo- 
ment in the joy of giving. 

Christmas is a time for friendship and for the 
tightening of the ties that bind us to our friends of 
former years, when those who we thought had for- 

By R. P. MARSHALL 

gotten xis surprise us by a word of cheer, when the 
harried shopper on the city street becomes more 
patient, when the less fortunate are remembered 
by the more fortunate, when we suddenly realize 
that those who serve us and those whom we serve 
are all human with their problems and secret joys. 
Christmas is a time for memories. It is a time 
when the old man remembers the days of his child- 
hood and hears again the shouts of playmates on a 
distant hill, when the aged mother sits beside the 
fire and in her imagination holds again the little 
ones who once surrounded her, when the empty 
room is peopled by a crowd of those we love and 
silfnt walls re-echo to voices from the past. 
It is a time when the years melt away like the 
snow in springtime and the buds of May 
bloom once again. 

Christmas is a time for worship, a time 
when little children thrill to see the manger 
scene, the adoring wise men and 
the wondering shepherds, when all 
nature seems to breathe in rev- 
erence and bow before the presence 
of the King of kings. 

Christmas is a time of mystery, 
when simple folk tell the story of 
the kneeling cattle in the fields who 
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lift their heads and bow in greeting 
to the newborn Baby, and the un- 
seen world comes close to all of us. 
It is a time when Heaven is very 
near, a day and night when man is 
conscious of God speaking to him, 
reminding him of His infinite worth 
against his infinite capacity for evil, 
when the fragile barrier between 
the seen and the unseen trembles 
and the curtain almost opens on 
another world. 

Christmas is a time for singing, 
when the streets are full of caroling. 
Old songs and new, they fill us with 
the joy of living in a world that 
God cannot forget. And over all the 
world there sounds the hymn of 
the angels, the song of peace on 
earth, good will toward men. For a 
time, at least, we can shut out the 
sounds of war and turmoil, the roar 
of cannon and the whine of snipers' 
bullets; for a time we listen only 
to the angels' song. 

Christmas is everything — joy, 
peace, love, forgiveness, kindness, 
gift-giving and remembering. 

But most of all, Christmas is the 
time when we remember that upon 
a night like this a bright star shone 
and the angels sang. Upon a night 
like this God came into His world 
to walk the road with men, to share 
his sorrows, to wipe away his tears, 
to strengthen his determination and 
to uphold his feeble hands. On such 
a night the Saviour came to His 
own, to live a child in a humble 
home, to work with His hands, to 
speak with man's language, to know 
hardship, pain and woe — and death. 

Christmas is more than a Babe in 
a manger, more than a Man upon 
the Cross. It is Immanuel — God 
with us. And that is everything. 
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YyHEN French and English explorers came to Canada 
they displayed a cross and held religious services. 
In 1867 the Fathers of Confederation showed the 
same concern for the faith when they chose from the 
seventy-second Psalm both the title, "Dominion", and 
the national motto. "From sea to sea". 

Today the trend appears to be in the opposite 
direction. Secularism is gaining ground. Religious signs 
and symbols are disappearing from the national scene. 
Does this mean that the majority of Canadians no 
longer recognize a power above all temporal powers? Or 
does it signify a deepening awareness of tme spirituality 
and a growing independence of external religious 
symbols ? 

The facts do not yield an affirmative reply to the 
last question, unfortunately. One does not wish to be 
an alarmist, but we must face the truth. This moment 
in Canadian history is surely fraught with menace, 
and Christians should be alerted to the possibility 
that the controlling concept of divine sovereignty over 
all human affairs is being subtly eroded from the 
nation's philosophy. If successful, this process could 
well pave the way for some form of totalitarianism. 

If natior-, or persons are seen from the temporal 
point of vi' . the result is a shallow, incomplete pic- 
ture. The < :i.istian sees man and his world in all their 
depth, for ; i? sees them in the light of history's mighti- 
est fact, th - Incarnation. 

When die Scriptures say of God that "He was 
found in shape as man" they point to the transforming 
truth that in Christ heaven and earth are indissolubly 
wed, and that now every person, every event, every 
fact should be seen from two points of view, the 



The French and English explorers who 
came to Canada, and the Fathers of 
Confederation* shotted the same concern 
for the Christian faith 
Hut is the concept of divine 
■wnf'm)f/x(\- being eroded aah 

Commissioner Clarence Wiseman 
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temporal and the spiritual. Tims Canada as a nat on, 
and Canadians as citizens, can truly know ihemscAes 
only in the light of the Incarnation, 

This d(K-s not mean that the Incarnation thiows 
a blanket of sanctifiration over all thing* of the w<i!;1. 
Quite the contiary. It condemns the corruption, ^'ll- 
centrcdness and injustice of the world. Had there been 
no corruption of human nature there would have been 
no need of the Incarnation. God became man not be- 
cause man was no good, hut because man was bad. 
This basic bias to badness brought the Incarnate One 
to the (toss. Incarnation and Crons stand together. 

It is sheer nonsense to speak of Christ's birth out of 
the context of human corruption and the need for 
redemption. It is equally foolish to speak of the In- 
carnation out of the context of the corruption of human 
systems. How easily the man-made systems of the 
world become twisted to suit selfish or obscene ends! 
Surely it is true that "detachment from the allure 
of this world is the only reasonable alternative to the 
road to self-destruction". 

Lacking faith in any Resource beyond num. the 
well-meaning humanist becomes the victim of man- 
centred systems. He is tied to man's limitations and this 
leads to the disintegration of true humanity. For the 
complete human life implies the primacy of the spirit. 
It is a life of faith. It recognizes that beyond human 
corruption stands the incorruptible God who has 
come in Christ to dwell among us and to redeem us. 
Only this kind of faith can save men from the power 
of sin and the pretensions of wordly systems. 

It is a glorious truth that they who are detached 
from the allure of the world through their attachment 
to Christ are driven by His relentless Spirit back into 
the same world, there to serve as instruments of Hi; 
redeeming grace. No longer are they l.mt and con- 
formed to the world's shape, for now uay take on the 
servant-shape of the Cross. They have a part to play 
in "salvation history". They witness in the world to 
God's saving grace and live in the world by Christ's 
irreproachable standards. 

Canada's history is part of world history, drawing 

its excellence from the Judeo-European tradition. 

World history has running through it, like a thread of 

hope, the stmnd of salvation history. Salvation history 

(Continued on page eighteen) 
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ABEAUTIFVI. feature uf the ftcrman 
Chrmmas h slir- widespread thoucht 
for the poor. Many wealthy people !<»>k 
alter jmor families, in- 

GERMANY v ' mn * <fi, ' m ti> iti,,ir 

homes, un Christmas 
Day to rtwivf j^ifu and u:> enjoy thr 
dfinratrd tree Presents include food 
and clothing which fill the bai?j and 
baskets the quests bring wilh them. And 
for all there is an abundance of Pfrffer 
Kuchrn (pepper crakes) and other rakes 
in the shape of men, women, animals, 
stars aral hearts 

St Nicholas Day, Derrmber 6th, opens 
the Vulriidf season and a man imperson- 
ating St. Nicholas '■,''><'* from house to 
house on St. Nicholas Eve to [ind who 
deserve* a gift and who should get a 
birch switch. 

Usually the mother of the household 
trim* the tree the day before Christmas. 
She keeps all other im-inhers of the fam- 
ily out of the room while doing it. The 
Christinas tree originated in (lerrnany 
and sittnifies that Christ is similar to a 
tree in that He provides the wotld with 
its needs. 

After dinner, everyone trow to church 
on Christmas Eve and on their return 
wait for St Nick's arrival with his batr- 
ful of gifts. Each child recites .1 verse 




ami i urtiH are sung around the tree. 
t.iik from ten to fifteen years old and 
ilrewd m white wo from door to door, 
siiwiii* iiinds ami distributing gifts of 
eUiihiiiss and fuod to the poor. 

THE Italians observe a rigid fast on 
Christmas Eve to commemorate the 
sufferings of the Virgin Mary. Christ- 
mas Night is eagerly awaited 
ITALY u >" e ver yb°dy. and at mid- 
night church bells and fire- 
works announce the coming of the Bam- 
bino. 

Hie churches, filled with the faithful, 
are beautifully decorated. Realistic 
mangers which vividly portray the birth- 
place of Jesus are also set up in churches 
or homes. No evergreens appear in either 
church or home trimmings but flowers, 
natural and artificial, are used instead. 
Bright holly berries, sweet violets, stately 
chrysanthemums and pretty olive trees 
bedecked with oranges are seen every- 
where. 

The piazia is the usual place of gath- 
ering and celebration. Shepherds come 
down from the surrounding mountains 
in groups with bag-pipes and other mus- 
ical instalments. Gifted with rich voices 
they sine Nativity songs for the saintly 
occasion. Hundreds of such groups are 
welcomed in Rome every year for the 
Christmas celebrations. 

The absence of snow results in a green 
Christmas for Italy and consequently 
Santa Claus does not visit the Italian 
children. However, at Little Christmas 
(or Epiphany) "La Befana", an old 
witch clothed in rags and riding on a 
broomstick goes from chimney-top to 
chimney-top, leaving presents for the 
{rood and deserving children under the 
olive tree. 

'(THE Danish manifestation of goodwill 
*■ is the "Yule-Nisse", a small be- 
whiskered gnome clad in a grey coat, red 
cap, red stockings, 
DENMARK and wooden shoes. To 
ensure his goodwill 
during the coming year a bowl of rice 
porridge is placed for him in the attic 
or in the hayloft on Christmas Eve. 
Every house has its own "Nisse" and he, 
together with his wife and children, 
dwells in the house all year round. Small 
dolls in his likeness arc part of the 
traditional Christmas decorations. 

The Christmas tree, symbolizing the 
Tree of Life, is the focal point of all 
Danish Christmas festivities. In Copen- 
hagen, a Christmas tree reaching up to 
the top of eight- or ten-storey buildings 
is erected on the city hall square. Ships 
coining into the harbour from abroad on 
Christmas and two weeks prior have 
Christmas trees attached to the mast 
tops. 

All stores close and commercial activ- 
ities cease at 4 o'clock on Christmas Eve 
and one hour later the bells ring out 
from the ancient church towers calling 
people to worship. After church people 
greet each other with the traditional 
Christmas greeting "Gladsome Yule". 



From church the people hurry home to 
the Christmas dinner of rice, porridge 
roast goose with prime and apple smiting, 
red cabbage (a special dish) and apple 
cake. One blanched almond is generally 
placed in the kettle while the rice por- 
ridge is boiling and the one who finds 
the almond in his portion gets a special 
gilt. 

When Christmas dinner is over, every- 
one proceeds to the Christmas tree. After 
the father and mother have lit the 
candles everybody joins hands and walks 
in a circle around the tree. Round and 
round they go singing one Christmas 
carol after another. When the singing 
subsides father reads the Christinas gos- 
pel. As soon as the Amen is sounded 
and the Book closed, the gifts are 
distributed. 
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HAPPY and excited Belgian children 
set up a tree on St. Nicholas Day 
(December 6) and expect the saint to 
make a preliminary 

BELGIUM visit the n 'S ht before. 
He appears, not as our 
Santa Claus, but in the robes of a bishop 
with a pastoral staff and mitre. 

When he coincs to the house, St. Nick 
knows who has been bad and who has 
been good. To the former he promises 
a birch spanking rod for papa and 
mama, to the latter he gives promises 
of gifts. As soon as the old saint leaves, 
the children place their shoes, baskets, 
plates and small fir trees around the 
parlour. Then they put water, hay, car- 
rots and a potato — the choicest of the 
current crop — for his grey horse or 
donkey. 

When the children rise the next morn- 
ing they find the hay scattered, chairs 
tipped over and the room in general dis- 
order as proof that St. Nicholas has 
been there. A weeping child is usually 
among the hysterically happy because, 
while the others have received candles 
and presents, he finds a mrch rod beside 
his shoes and that means an unhappy 
Christmas. 

Mothers prepare for St. Nick's visit 
■weeks ahead. One of the special treats 
is a huge cake called "Speculaus" made 
in the shape of mannequins. Naturally 
every woman tries to outdo her neigh- 
bour in the size of these "cake people". 
The cakes are decorated with coloured 
icing and dressed in bright paper cos- 
tumes and fancy hats. 

The War Cry 



The Lady with the Christmas "War Cry" 

Started a new chapter for the Ludlow family 



IT wcii in Ottawa, on October 11th, H53, 
<x*on oft©r w© K:ad crrriv^d in Canada 
from England, that we accepted the Lord 
Jesui Christ ai our Saviour. A great change 
came info our Ives, yet it was not complete. 
Wa jr.ll l.ked our tjijarer'es and although 
we wm not big drinkers, we took the jotial 
glens bee a us* Thu win ?h* expected thing. 

Each Christmas we spent a reasonable 
sum of money on d^nkj for entetta.ning 
fr.ends, although in all fa, mens we drank 
htfle of if ogrs@lv@s. A portion of r y e and 
sherry always went into the Cnrstmaj take 
and pudding that ay wife made, prelum- 
ably to make it taste better. Flaw and again 
1 gav« up smoking en account of 'he rising 
cost of tobacco. Usually if lasted perhaps 
four days, and then back to the t12k.1t I 
would go. My wife gave it up long before 
I did, I m glad to say. 

We wen* to church quite often and taught 
Sunday ic'iool. but two or three years ago we 
became dissatisfied, and our attendance 0' 
church after Sunday ichool was gradually 
getting less ancJ less. 

Just before ChMfmai, 1965, my wife 
was busy in the l..tch«n, when there was a 
top at tho door, She opened it and there, 
standing with the Christmas War Cry, was 
a Sally Ann" in the person of Mrs. Cap- 
tain Wombold, In a flash my Wife knew 



YOUNG SCOTTISH 
IMMIGRANTS WITNESS 

WHEr-4 i was asked to write a few words 
For this series the first few lines of a 
very familiar versa came into my mind: 
"What a wonderful chang« in my life has 
b«ren wrought since Jesus came into my 
heart." 

1 hved in Scotland until I was eighteen 
years old, the eldest and the only girl in a 
family of four. My parents were separated 
when 1 was eleven end we all lived with 
my mohbar. 

In my teens life teemed so empty — my 
office job was, auil ortd repetitious ond I 
would look forward to the freedom of the 
weekends where 1 would find time to mope 
around the house and indulge in self-pity 
[and foodl. I just didn't seem to fit in any- 
where. 

We emigrated to Canada in 1964 and in 
December, 1965, I was saved. I started off 
the new year wilh a new hfe, trusting in 
the Lord. When I compare my Ufa now to 
what it used to be I want to cry — but my 
tears are of joy, not of despair, God has 
given me so much that the least I con do 
is to surrender all I have to Him. 

This Christmas yog will probably receive 
some lovely gifts but have you received the 
free gift of salvation? 

Your life will become richer ond more 
meaningful as you trust in the Lord. (2 
Corinthians 5:17) 

Pamela Campbell 
Oshawa, Ont, 



without any doubt that this was what she 
was looking tor, and immediately remarked 
on jt to the Captain. 

The following week Mrs. Wombold tele- 
phoned and invited my wife to the home 
league, wnich was thoroughly enjoyed. From 
then on she started to attend the Sunday 
evening meetings at Goderich twelve miles 
away. Th.s seemed to rne a long way to 
travel when we had no fewer than eight 
churches in our little town of Clinton, so I 
fished around town for a bit. Finally I de- 
cided to 'string along' 1 with the wife and 
go to The Salvation Army. 1 had not given 
up smoking yet, nor even that social drink. 

Our Commanding Officer first counselled 
us, and the nett step was preparation clas- 
ses for a passible enrolment at Easter. 

To join as uniformed members was cer- 
tainly not in our minds at first. But, of 
course, I am sure now that God's plan for 
us was beginning to take shape. I asked 
Him to help me overcome tobacco, so that 
I could be of service to our Lord in what- 
ever way He would choose. The answer 
came quickly, I stopped smoking and then 
finished with the 
drink. On Easter 
Sunday we were 
sworn-in as soldiers 
of The Salvation 
Army. Time passed 
and Christmas, 
1966, was upon us; 

(Continued cm 
page IS) 



life Now has Pui 

ONLY a few months ago, I gave my heart 
to Jesus, so this will be the first Christ. 
mas when I can say that He has saved rr», 

I used to think that God existed, but did 
nothing to find Him. I did not believe that 
God could come into my life and make me 
a new man. I thought that church was all 
right, but why get up early on Sunday morn- 
ing when I could go ot night and not loss 
any sleep? 

Christ has put purpose and meaning into 
my life. Since I accepted Him as my Saviour 
I have an inner strength, peace and satis- 
faction. Without Christ I was empty and 
miserable. I can't explain to you how God 
came to me or how the Holy Spirit works in 
my life. It is something you have to experi- 
ence yourself. 

This Christmas I will be searching behind 
the frills and fancies of the festive season, 
rill be looking for a closer relationship 



with Christ. 
Montreal Citadel 



Neil Wall 



New Salvationists of the C<fe 
changes that have comef 




Gordon's Happiest Christmas 



IT was the 26th day of June, 1 966, that ! 
walked into the office of Major Ron 
Walker at Saint John Central Corps. I was an 
alcoholic and felt that I had come to the 
end of my rape ond that I was going out 
of my mind. After telling the Major of my 
experience the night before — of seeing 
things that were not there — I asked the 
Major to take me to the Provincial Hospital. 

I had no money, 1 was dirty through and 
through, t had spent every cent I had to 
satisfy my own selfish desires, leaving my 
wife and children hungry and without food. 
I was miserable. 

The Major told me he would take me to 
the hospital but first he felt we ought to 
get down an our knees and talk to God 
about my situation. I told him that I 
couldn't pray but that I would repeat a 
prayer after him. Together we knelt in pray- 
er and, hallelujah, God answered that 
prayer. 

I went home and cleaned up, putting on 
the best clothes that I had left. Almost 
everything had been sold for wine. I re- 
turned to the holiness meeting as the Major 
had suggested, and when the Invitation wos 
given, I went forward, making a public con- 
fession and the Lord came to me in a won- 
derful way. I knew I was forgiven. 



Now I count it a privilege to witness to « 
alcoholics, to fellow-workers and to people 
on the streets. 

Last Christmas was the best that I hove 
experienced in a long time. I was sober and | 
really enjoyed the celebrations wilh my 
family. 

Gordon Morrison 
Saint John, N.B. 
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The War Cry 



se and Meaning 



STILL LEARNING 

WHEN I recall my first Christmas as a 
Christian, I remember how troubled 
m mind I was on that joyous occasion. 

I was very conscious of the many short- 
comings in my life and I was trying to 
change, by my own efforts, before wholly 
committing my life to God. It was about 
this time that I discovered in the Salvation 
Army Song Book, the hymn: 
"Jesus, save me through and through. 
Save me from self-mending; Self-salva- 
tion will not do, 
Pass me through the cleansing." 
I am thankful to say that these words 
brought me to the truth that salvation can 
only be acquired through contact with the 
healing blood of Christ. 

lanthe Fox 
Pembroke West, Bermuda 



lian Territory describe the 
heir hearts and homes 



The Testimony of a Happy 
Chinese Youth 

T AM a Chinese youth working at a Chi- 
■*■ nese restaurant. One day two young 
Salvation Army soldiers came in and invited 
me to the Sunday school. The first time i 
came to their church, I met a friendly wel- 
come. After Sunday school I said to myself; 
"This is the place where I come along. This 
is the place which will teach me all the 
things I have never known," That was true. 
I can say today that the Army has taught 
me English; the Army has taught me things 
about the Lord; the Army has showed me 
the way of Salvation and how to be a 
Christian soldier. 

I remember a sister of the Sunday ichooi 
once said to mo: "James, you don f know 
how happy we Christians are." I can tell 
you these days lots of people have said to 
me: "James, you have a smiling face." Why? 
The only thing I have to say is Because 1 
am happy." I want people to see the change 
in my life. 

I can tell you, this year is the first time 



! have really enjoy*d life. Before, i tou'd 
never ssfluhrare Christmas ptape°?'y foecauw 
I didn t even know anything about Christ. 
The Lord is nsal to rne, and he will show m* 
the way of lit®. 



Hamilton Citadel, Bermuda 



James Chang 




NO MORE FEARS 
BREAKING UP 

TT all started a year ago last March. I was 
■*■ in hospital. One day my husband came 
in to see me and told me he was going to 
go to The Salvation Army. 

Our lives up to this point were very 
mixed up. My husband had often said that 
he would probably never [oin a church. So 
I was curious as to why there was this sud- 
den interest. He told rrre that he thought it 
was time that something was done. 

So he and the children started to go to 
the Army. When I came home they wanted 
me to go, too. Of course, I had all kinds 
of excuses — like I couldn't take the new 
baby, or my clothes weren't good enough. 
Even so, after awhile, I gave in. 

Shortly afterwards I decided, with God's 
help, to give myself to Jesus Christ. What 
a wonderful day It wasl Things that were 
making all the trouble disappeared. I had 
no more fears of my marriage breaking up. 
I found a lot af our troubles were my fault. 
But God made me see this in time. 

I am assured that Jesus forgives and 
forgets. I also thank my precious Jesus for 
saving my entire family. Last year I had my 
first Christmas with my Saviour and It was 



Our Marriage a Continual Battle 

soys WILLIAM AKINS, of Sudbury Citadel 

WE were in a drunken fog that day when the Captain come to visit us. My 
wife and I had been sharing an extended drinking spree, punctuated by 
brief moments of sobriety and lengthy periods of uncontiousnesv Our conver- 
sation that day was vague. We were not interested in the gospel. However, one 
message lingered; God would onswer if we prayed," 

We were not a praying family. Our only "prayers" often consisted of the 
hope of obtaining sufficient alcoholic beverages to comfort our insatiable thirst. 

Life would have been impassible without it. 
It was our idol, our obsession. 

Our marriage was a continual bottle. We 
tried constantly to hurt each other. All self- 
respect was gone. The perversity of our con- 
duct earned the contempt of our neighbour! 
and each other. No real bond remained. 
Our love had turned to the bottle, and our 
constant loneliness was all that we shared 
together, except for the times when we were 
separated due to my being in jail. 

It was, on a Sunday evening that our de- 
liverance began. We had, as usual, been 
drinking, when we started to discuss the 
futility of life. We had come to a "dead- 
end ". We still talked of the message left 
some time before, "God would answer if 
we prayed". I suddenly said to Her, "Let's 
go to church". In a moment or two she wos 
ready and we soon arrived at the Army 
hall. That night she went to the Mercy Seat 
and the following Sunday, I surrendered as 
well, at last finding peace for my troubled 
soul. 

Then came Christmas. On our first Christ- 
mas with sobriety we found ourselves in 
God's house. As the strains of the carols 
rose to the Throne of God, the Spirit of God 
moved upon our hearts, revealing to us for 
the first time the true message of Bethlehem. 
We were now Salvation Army soldiers. 

God has put the past behind us. The 
nightmares are over and peace reigns In our 
hearts and home. Heaven has indsed begunl 



OF OUR MARRIAGE 

declares this Nova Scotia couple 

wonderful. I am sure this year will see 
many more blessings. 

Please join me. Have o real merry Christ- 
mas. Give yourself to Jesus. 

DOROTHY BETTS 



CONVERSION Is the most wonderful thing 
that could ever have happened to me. 
As a newcomer to God's large family of 
Christians, 1 cannot express in words how 
wonderful I feel deep down inside. 

The only true way I can do so is to show 
it in my actions. I thank God for saving me 
and my whole family, all seven of us. 

Once it was not like this. I realized that 
I was lost. But 1 took a real, good look at 
myself. I was living a life of emptiness and 
getting further into the devil's hands each 
day I lived. I had shut God completely out 
of my life. I was leading myself and family 
Into the uttermost depths of hell. 

I thank God for delivering me from this 
terrible bondage. God came down and glory 
filled my soul. 

JOSEPH BETTS 
Bridgetown, N.S. 



Christmas Number 
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The Mayor and 
the Simpleton 



: open 



THEY fallowed the Star to Bethlehem 
Boolo the baker, Barleycorn the fanner, 
old Darby srwi Joan, a small boy Peter, and 
a simpleton whose nam*- was Iwkhcm. 
Over the jnowhcUU and she frozen rutted lane* 
they followed the Star to Bethlehem. 

Innocent ituod at the stable tiiw.tr 

and watched ihcm enter, A straw 

stink cut of hi< v'luw hair; his, mouth tiaped 

like a drawer th.it wouldn't »hut. 

He ln-.tnu*d iijh>ii the ihiM \ihere he lav 

among the cutrn, in nwaddliii.g clothes in the hav. 

his blue eyes jhmintj steady as the Star overhead;' 

beside him old Jmrph and 

Mary his, mother. smiling. 

Innocent was delighted. 

They brought gifts with them- -Booln.some fresh r rusty loaves 
ivnrai front the foakinti! which he kid 
at the fret of the infant Jesus, krierlints 
in all humility. 

Innocent was delighted. 




Barleycorn brought two baskets-— one with a dozen eggs, 
the other with two chickens ■■-which he laid 
at She fret of the infant Jesus, kneeling 
in all humility. 

Innocent was delighted. 

Darby and Juan brought apples and pears from their garden. 

wrapped in her apron and stuffed 

in the pockets of his trousers; the little boy 

a pot of geranium* he had grown them himself. 

And they laid them 

at the feet of the infant Jesus, kneeling 

in all humility. 

Innocent was delighted. 
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The mayor rolled up in his coach with a jingle of bells 

and a great to-do. He stepped out with a flourish 

and fell flat on his face in the snow. His footmen 

picked him up and opened his splendid 

crimson umbrella. Then he strutted to the door 

while the white flakes floated down 

and covered it with spots. He was proud of his umbrella 

and didn't mean to give it away. 

Shaking the snow oft on to the stable floor, 

the mayor peered down at the child where he lay 

among the oxen, in swaddling clothes in the hay, 

his blue eyes shining steady as the Star overhead- 

beside him old Joseph and 

Mary his mother, smiling. 

Innocent was puzzled. 

And the mayor said: 

"On this important occasion 
each must take a share in the general thanksgiving 
Hence the humble gifts— the very humble gifts— ' 
which I see before me. My own contribution 
a something speciah a speech. I made it up myself and I'm 
sure you II all like it. Ahem. Pray silence for the mayor." 

"Moo, moo," said the oxen. 




The War Cry 




_Xr ZJale of L^kridtmad 



bu *}ran ^errailli 



>V 



ler 



"My fellow citizens, 
the happy event I refer to— in which we all rejoice — 
has caused a considerable stir 
in the parish — " 

" — in the whole world", said a voice. 
Who spoke? Could it be Innocent, always so shy, 
timid as a butterfly, frightened 
as a sparrow with a broken wing? 

Yes, it was he. 
Now God had made him bold. 

"I fear I must start again", said the mayor. 
"My fellow citizens, in the name of the people of this parish 
I arn proud to welcome one 
who promises so well — " 

11 — He is the Son of Heaven", 
said Innocent. 

The mayor took no notice. 
"I prophesy a fine future for him, 
almost — you niiirht sav— spectacular. 

He'll do iis all credit. At the same time I salute in particular 
the child's mother, the pour woman who--" 

" — She is not poor but the richest, most radiant 
of mothers." 

"Simpleton, how dare you interrupt! 
snapped the mayor. "It's not fair." 




But Cod who loves the humblr, heard him not. 
He made him listen, uivinc Innct cut the words'.' 

"Mr. Mayor, you don't understand. This birth 
is no lota! event. The child it Jesus, 
Kin« of limits and Lord of lords 
A stable is his palate and poverty hi^dwelliiitr-piao' 
yet he has come to save the world. So spcei h 
is worthy of him — " 

"Tush!" said the mayor. 
"I took a lot of trouble. It's a rare 

and precious gift, lay speech ami now 

I can't get a word in edgeways." 

"Rare and precious, did you say? Hear what the 
child has brought to us-- 

peace on earth, 

goodwill toward men, 
O truly rare and previous ftift!" 

"Peace on earth", said the nrighbotm, 
"goodwill toward men. O truly rare 
and precious tuft!" 

They knelt in humility, 
in gratitude to the child who lay 
among the oxen, in swaddling clothes in the hay, 
his blue eyes shining steady as the Star oveihead: 
beside him old Joseph and 
Mary his mother, smiling. 

The mayor was silent. God gave the simpleton 

no more to say. N T ow 

like a frightened bird 

over the snowfields and the frozen rutted lanes 

he fluttered away. Always, as before, 

a straw stuck out of his yellow hair; his mouth 

gaped open like a drawer that wouldn't shut. 

He never spoke out like that again. 

As for the mayor, he didn't finish his speech. 
He called for his coach and drove off, frowning, 
much troubled. For a little while 
he thought of what the simpleton had said. 
But he soon forgot all about it, having 
important business to attend to in town. 



The Mayor and the Simpleton 1b one of a Cliriatnuwi upmiener 
baseil on Provincial leut-mls. They were publiHliert by Jonathan 
Vupa In a eullettion called "Helm'tn ami the Swung" 
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There are no visitors wore welcome at Christmastlde 

than those who, like the Wise Men of old, turn up 

unexpectedly and laden with gifts. 




Presents on the Reserve 



BY CAPTAIN MAXWELL RYAN 



IT was cold in the I'tle black Volkswagen, 
with a chill that crept beneath the layers 
of warm clothing and frosted the widows 
of the car as it sped along the snow- 
covered road in the dusk of late afternoon. 
Soon tha lights of the smail Northern On- 
tario town were lost behind tree-clad hills 
and the two men peered anxiously into the 
yellow path of the cars headlights, 

Christmas Eve — as the Captain and his 
twenty-two-year-old Corps Secretary set out 
with a car-load of last-minute Christmas 
presents for the Parry Island Indian reserva- 
tion. 

A dip in the road and a gradual curve 
which led to a long, narrow bridge, high 
over the water. Running parallel to the road 
were railway tracks. Road and tracks be- 
came one for the lengtfi of the bridge. 

Glancing on«iously into the gloom with the 
window rolled down the Captain gunned 
the tiny car. Rear wheels whined and spun 
on the slippery snow as it shot forward, 
bounding and twisting on the glistening. 
snow-packed rails. The bridge seemed end- 
less as both strained their ears for the sound 
of a train whistle above the noise of the 
car. 

At last— the road swung to the left. 



i »'#^#**'**N*^**-#**^#^#>#**'*>#**r^*#*>**^*j 



Christ's Cradle-Home! 

Thy birthday, Lord, we celebrate 
This blessed Christmas-tide. 

My heart Thy cradle-homo create 
And there In me abide. 

There reign, dear Lord my life control 
With Thine unerring hand. 

Direct my words, my thoughts, my 
whole — 
Thy wish be my command. 

Oh, link my weakness to Thy strength, 

My nothingness to Thee, 
lluminate me, till at length 
In Thee my all I see. 




leaving she railway tracks veering off to 
continue their solitary journey into the dis- 
tance. 

Soon there were signs of habitation — the 
tar-paper shacks, the unpainted clapboard 
houses, the wrecked cars lying in the yard 
and the inevitable pack of thin dogs — typical 
of the Indian reservation. Here and there a 
well-kept home contrasted with the average 
dwelling. 

The car ground to a halt near some 
houses, Harvey, hand me that pile of 
presents, will you, please?" soid the officer 
motioning to the back seat. He turned up 
his coat collar and pulled on the distinctive 
Salvation Army cap and trudged through the 
snow drifts with an arm-load of gaily 
wrapped parcels. 

Half-way to the house there were urgent 
toots from the Volkswagen. He turned 
around quickly, took one look and started 
to run for the tar-paper shack. Behind him, 
and closing in very rapidly, were two 
hungry-looking, wolf-like dogs. They ran 
silently, bellies low to the ground, ears flat 
against the head and red tongues lolling 
from open mouths. 

Rounding the corner of the house he was 
stopped short by a low, menacing growl 
which came from a large ginger-coloured 
German shepherd dog, peering from beneath 
the low wooden steps. Stepping with exag- 
gerated care over a rusty car muffler he 
moved to the back door, all the time watch- 
ing the three dogs which followed his every 
movement with intense silence. 

A few hard knocks on the door and it 
creaked open. Liquid dark eyes set in a 
thin, swarthy face and topped by a tangle 
of jet-black hair, gazed in frightened awe. 
As he opened his mouth to speak the small 
girl darted from the door and ran into the 
house shouting, "There's a Mountie at the 
door — there's a Mountiel" 

There was a murmur of voices and the 
raucous sound of a transistor radio. Then 
heavy footsteps and a stocky, dark-skinned 
Indian came to the door. Evident relief 
flooded his face as he caught sight of the 
officer and he pulled a small flat bottle 




from his back pocket. "Gee . . . it's only 
The Salvation Army. The kid said it was a 
Mountie . . . that gave me a scare . . . what 
can I do for you?" The low voice paused 
expectantly. 

"Well this armload of Christmas presents 
I've got here . . . they're for your family 
for Christmas, that is if you can use them." 
A smile creased his features, "Sure — say, 
that's great, just great. Thanks-a-lot." 
Sheepishly, "Y'know, if yau weren't the 
Sally Ann I'd offer you a drink — sorta my 
Christmas present to you." 

The transistor radio continued in the silence 
but now the music was different. The dulcet 
tones of "Silent Night" drifted out of the 
door as both men stood facing each other, 
speechless and lost in the spell of the 
moment. 

The Indian broke the silence. With a 
cough he wiped his mouth with the back of 
his hand, "Yeah, it's kinda nice music isn't 
it? Good for the kids." 

"Not only for the kids, my friend", said 
the Captain, "it's good for us all — it's the 
best news in the world. Say would you mind 
calling off your dogs out there? They seem 
to like my ankles!" 

Piling the gifts into the man's arms he 
set off for the car. The profuse thanks of the 
man died away and the clear tones af full 
orchestration sounded out the final phrase 
of the well-loved carol, ". . . . Christ the 
Saviour is born, Christ the Saviour is born." 
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The War Cry 



A SMALL GIRL WHOM 
SANTA FORGOT 



IT is Christmas Eve in a Salvation 
Army children's home. Between 
forty and fifty small tousled heads 
have nestled into their pillows, and 
drifted into dreamland on a rosy 
cloud of anticipation; a scarlet-clad 
Santa Claus floats on this cloud in 
a haze of pink and white dolls, pic- 
ture books, luscious candy and the 
rest. 

Meanwhile, in the mysterious in- 
ner sanctum, known to the children 
as "Matron's Office", busy hands are 
at work putting the finishing 
touches to the preparations neces- 
sary for the realization of those 
dreams. For is not the home to be 
honoured by a visit from Santa on 
Christmas morning? It is the re- 
sponsibility of the staff to see that 
the bulging sack which he carries is 
well filled. 

The remembrance that this is the 



Brigadier John A. Wilder tells of 

GM News at 
Christmas Time 

A YOUNG husband who had mads his 
way to Ontario for employment came 
into the clutches of the law just before 
Christmas and was remanded in custody for 
sentence. His wife, In writing to seek the 
aid of The Salvation Army's Correctional 
Services Department, stated that she had 
visions of him receiving a long 'erm in 
prison. The Army made a plea on his be- 
half when his caso came to trial and he 
was given a suspended sentence. Arrange- 
ments were immediately made to get him 
back to his family. 

I took him into the lawyer's room and 
put through a long-distance call to his wife. 
In a few seconds I quickly explained what 
had happened, adding that I had a Christ- 
mas present for her. Then I handed the re- 
ceiver over to her husband. There were tears 
of joy at both ends of thot line. How 
pleased she was, not only to hear his voice, 
but to know that her husband was out of 
jail and would be on his way home in time 
for Christmas. 

His wife wrote later to say that it was a 
miracle that the call got through. At that 
time their district was enduring the worst 
snowstorm of the season. Roads were 
blocked, wires were down, power was cut 
off and she was sitting in candlelight. 

So, amidst all that storm and darkness, 
the light of happines shone again in that 
little home, where Christmas time threatened 
to be full of sadness and gloom. 



season that brought the Christ Child 
to earth, and that there are no lov- 
ing parents at hand to perform for 
these little ones that which is tin- 
right of every child, refreshes tired 
eyes and lends speed to nimble 
fingers. 

Exactly to schedule next morning, 
Santa makes a realistic and spec- 
tacular entry by climbing over the 
roof of the playshed amid wild en- 
thusiasm. Taking up his position in 
the middle of the back lawn, he 
then proceeds to dispense his bounty 

It is a happy scene, with lots of 
merry laughter at the witty quips 
made by the central figure in the 
drama. 

Presently, however, while most of 
the heads are bowed over the ab- 
sorbing business of opening parcels, 
one of the officers notices that all is 
not well in the centre of one little 
group. 

Investigation discloses a tiny 
maiden in tearful distress being 
comforted by several of her little 
pals. The explanation offered is "Oh 
Captain, Santa's finished giving out 
the things, and Rosie's got nothing 
at all." 

Yes, the tragedy thought impos- 
sible has occurred, the infallible one 
has defaulted badly and someone 
has been forgotten. 

But here is a situation which calls 
for immediate action. With a hasty 
word of reassurance to the sobbing 
child, Captain is on her way to the 
office. In next to no time she is back 
again, in her hands a parcel, per- 
haps not so carefully wrapped as 
those which Santa handed out so 
magnanimously a few minutes ago, 
but neverthless bearing on its label 
the name of the little lass who has 
been the object of his shameful 
neglect. 





A story 

from 
Australia 

told by 
BARBARA 

PARKER 



The transfiguration of the little 
face at the sight of that parcel is 
something that Captain will never 
forget. It is a starry-eyed little girl 
who stretches out both arms to re- 
ceive the prize, exclaiming as she 
does so "O-oois! He left it in the 
office; wasn't he silly." and Santa's 
cruel lapse is pardoned on the spot. 

Delighted gurglings as the parcel 
is unwrapped satisfy Captain com- 
pletely. Privately she is in posses- 
sion of the knowledge that, in the 
office toyland there are several dolls 
that are rather above average. It 
was deemed unwise to include these 
in the parcels last night, just in 
case they might arouse a little 
jealousy. 

An emergency such as the pres- 
ent one however, surely justifies 
one's action in snatching up an 
article without too close an exam- 
ination. Thus it comes about that a 
particularly lovely dolly is at this 
moment comforting the heart, and 
removing the last trace of tears 
from the face of a lonely little girl. 

In our Heavenly Father's dealings 
with His children, none are ever 
overlooked. Withholdings there may 
be at times, but never oversights. 
When in His love and wisdom God 
does see the necessity of withhold- 
ing some longed-for blessing, if we 
can but trust through the bitterness 
of disappointment, the sequel will 
often reveal that the denial has only 
been made that some better thing 
might be bestowed in the Father's 
wise and loving purpose. Our 
Heavenly Father joys in giving. His 
name and nature being Love. 

It is Love's prerogative to give. 
Does not this Christmas season 
mark the gift supreme, that of "His 
only begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life." 

"Thanks be unto God for His un- 
speakable gift." 



Christmas Number 
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Yuletide Customs Around Europe 



(Cwttiiinctl from 
page. 9) 



The irh'hrantm hat its climax on 
Cht^tmal h\f. At ratly niulnhiil the 
i at'ullrs on the tree are Irjivd and the 
family ^afbci's around to siuv; carols and 
lUten to the Chmmuu iturv being read 
liv the head of the h<mv. After gifts are 
disirilmn d, the family jmn* in games 
and i;tn)U 

Boiled rice is one of the main diihej. 
A M.uic hrd a!- 
■in. nil placed in 
the me is si*j- 
;::!iiaiit in that 
whinger finds 
it will be the 
t r 1 1 marriril. 
No one is 
-I'rvi'd who dors 
tmr recite a 
r h y in ?'. 1 he 
I hristmas fish. 
usually cud, is 
to the Swede 
what roast tur- 
key is to the 
Canadian. 

Chr i ? t m as 
with an early 
i"hun h service 
to which rural 
families come 
in sled parties 
of forty-f i f t y 
p e ti p 1 e. The 
sleds start nut 
while the stars 
are still twink- 
Utta in the sky. 
Chr is t m as 
Day itself is ob- 
served with less 
hilarity than 
other clays dur- 
ing the season, 
the "S e c o n d 
Christmas Day" 
being m n e h 
gayer and hiuh- 
lighted with 
family parties. 
F.vcryonc looks forward eagerly tu the 
Twelfth N'ight Ball (January 6th 1, after 
which the unt rimming of the tree takes 
place amidst peals of laughter and song. 



/CHRISTMAS is a season of prayer in 
^ the Ukraine. Fasting takes place for 
six weeks prior to Christmas Eve as the 
people become inrreas- 
UKRAINE m *'y conscious of the 
hallowed season. Christ- 
mas Day is spent in prayer, feasting 
and carolling. 

The feast is prepared very carefully. 
Before the table is set, the father in the 
home brings in a little hay and spreads 
it evenly over the table in commemora- 
tion of the simple bed of Christ at his 
birth. Then a tablecloth is placed over 
the hay. In the name of the twelve 
apostles, twelve kinds of food are placed 
tin the table, one of the dishes being 
boiled wheat to which honey has been 
added. 




Traditional Christmas gifts are red 
lxnits for the children and sold slippers 
fur the nirls. The Ukraine's Santa Claus 
i* known a.*, N.OKiusch.i and the story 
noes that she was an old. old lady living 
ni Russia on the first Christmas Eve. She 
was very busy cleaning her house when 
the three Wise Men came by. As they 
passed her homo they asked her to go 
with them to find the Christ Child but 
Bali mac ha would not leave her work and 
wit! "I will follow you by and by when 
I have cleaned my house." 

So the Wise Men went on and Ba- 
housiha continued with her cleaning. 
When the work was finished, she hurried 
after them. But it was too late. They 
were too far ahead of her. She never 
found them and she never found the 
Christ Child. But she is still looking for 
the Baby Jesus and ever since she has 
left gifts for every child on Christinas 
F.ve in case one of them should be. the 
Christ Child. 



ON Christinas Eve in Hungary five, boys 
of the neighbourhood dress up as 
shepherds, one as "Csiko" and another as 
an old. bearded man. 

HUNGARY Four of tnem «"■>' a 

model of a church 
called Little Bethlehem which is gaily 
decorated with coloured paper wrappings 
while inside are candles and models of 
the Nativity. 

The boys carry Little Bethlehem from 
door to door and, upon arriving at a 
house, the Chief Shepherd calls to the 
head of the home: "Can we go in with 
Little Bethlehem?" The reply is usually 
in the affirmative and the party enters, 
placing the church on a table near the 
Christmas tree. The chief shepherd then 
recites some Christinas gospel and the 
five shepherds begin to sing hymns. 

The old man of the group bangs a 
stick, to which bells are attached, on the 
floor. The head of the family donates 
cakes, meats, wines and, possibly, money 
in appreciation of the Bethlehem visit 
which usually lasts from fifteen to twenty 
minutes. The "Csiko" carries the dona- 
tions obtained. At 11.30 p.m. everyone 
goes to church. 

On December 25th the town is quiet; 
the people attend morning mass and the 
rest of the day is spent in quiet discus- 
sion. There is another service the next 
morning, followed by a big midday meal 
with all the trimmings. 

About 2.30 on the afternoon of the 
26th the feast begins; the best meats and 
all sorts of home-baked cakes appear 
for the first time in many months. A 
gypsy band plays for the big dance 
which no one dares to miss. The peo- 
ple eat, sing, and dance till 8.00 a.m. on 
the 27th. The parties are again resumed 
early in the afternoon and continue until 
the early hours of the 28 th. 



Everyone is then ready to relax for 
a few (lays and prepare for the inure 
extensive celebrations of the New Year! 



I 



N many homes in Finland on Christ- 
mas F.ve the sauna bath is taken by 
members of the household, after which 

everyone rolls in the 
FINLAND snow to get warm. The 

next day the family 
rises long before dawn and often travels 
many miles to attend the church service. 
Caudles are put in the windows, and a 
carved cross is placed high over the door. 
In Lapland, going to church on 
Christmas Day is often a matter of two 
or three days' journey, and the children 
look forward all the year to the drive 
through the pine forests, with the horse 
whim with snow and hells on the sleigh 
ringing merrily. 

In Spain the children do not hang up 
their stockings for Santa Claus, but 
they put their shoes on the balcony for 
the Kings of the East riding high on 
camel-back, to fill with toys and sweets. 




The Christmas Stocking 

LONG, long ago in Padua, Italy, the 
poor people would always leave their 
windows open when Christinas Eve came 
around, for they believed good old St. 
Nicholas would visit them. He brought 
with him for each house long knitted 
purses, tied at both ends, and these he 
would toss through the open windows. 
These purses were made of yarn, some- 
thing like a heellcss stocking. After a 
while the poor people of the town began 
hanging these knitted purses outside 
their windows, because they were afraid 
they might in some way be missed. 
When money was scarce in Italy then 
St. Nicholas would fill them with toys 
for the children and useful gifts for the 
grown people. 

In the north country, where it is 
chilly at Christmas, it became the cus- 
tom to hang the purses on the mantel- 
piece, believing the good old saint would 
find his way down the chimney and fill 
them. Out of the custom of hanging the 
long purses there grew that of using the 
Christmas stockings. Even grown people 
like to forget their worries, and so hang 
up their stockings with those of the chil- 
dren, and enjoy the pretty old custom. 
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The War Cry 
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Fun and Games 



frst- **>***■ «J 



4kjr&V$i*Jr$<P*^^ 



Brain teasers 

1 . What Are We? 

Twice nine of us are eight of us, 

And six of us are three. 
And seven of us are five of us- - 

Now how can these things he? 
If you've not had enough of us 

And think you'd like some more, 
Then eight of us are five of us 

And five of us are four! 

2. Going Up! 

Behead six — -and increase it by fifty 
per cent! 

3. Simple Arithmetic 

Write down seven 4's so that they add 
up to a hundred. 

4. Can You Count? 

At a family gathering recently were 
two fathers, just as many mothers, the 
same number of brothers, an equal num- 
ber of sisters, a pair of daughters, a 
couple of uncles, another couple of aunts, 
two cousins, and as many nieces as 
cousins. How many people were present? 

Riddles 

Why are teeth like verbs? 

Because they are regular, irregular, 
and often defective. 

Why is it wrong to whisper in com- 
pany? 

Because it is not allowed (a-loud). 

How many peas are in a pint? 

One. 

When is a house like a bird? 

When it has two wings. 

What is always at the top of the class ? 

The ceiling. 

What should you do if you split your 
sides with laughter? Run till you get a 
stitch in them. 

What is the difference between a live 
fish and a fish alive ? 

"A." 

What game do frogs like best? 

Croquet (croaky). 

What is full of holes, yet can be filled 
with water? 

A sponge. 

Where do apples grow in Ontario? 

On trees, of course. 

Which side of an apple gets red first? 

The outside. 

Why are clouds like horsemen? 

Because they hold rains. 



Riddle-me-ree 

My first is in stocking, but not in sock; 
My second's in curl, but not in lock; 
My third is in frost, but not in snow; 
My fourth is in cock, but not in crow; 
My fifth is in jerk, but not in jog; 
My sixth is in yule, but not in log. 
Now, can you find him? Look and see, 
He's hidden in this riddle-me-ree. 
Does he like Christmas? I think NOT! 
Do we like him? Yes, COLD or HOT. 



TRICKY PICK-UPS 

Each competitor has in front of him a 
cup containing about thirty dried peas, 
a saucer containing ten dried pea* and 
three buttons. He is given a straw, 
two knitting needles and a fishing rod 
made from a Utnt pin tied with a piece 
of string on to a peiu.il. The players sit 
around a table having a large basin in 
the middle. The dried peas in the cups 
have to be transferred to the basin one 
by one with the aid of the straw. When 
it is placed against a pea ami a deep 
breath is drawn, it will lie held there so 
long as the player holds his breath. This 
should be released when the straw is 
holding the pea over the basin. When a 
player has successfully disposed of the 
peas in the cup, he mint take the knit- 
ting needles and, using them as chop- 
sticks, pick the peas out of the saucer 
and put them in the basin. The knitting 
needles may be held in either one or two 
hands. 

Similarly, when the saucer has been 
emptied of peas, the plaver must go 
fishing with a bent pin for the but- 
tons, transferring them to the basin. The 
player finishing the three tasks first, 
wins. 

BALLOON TENNIS 

Stretch a sheet across the room, higher 
than the heads of the players. Three or 
four on each side is an ideal number, 
although more can take part. A balloon 
is tapped hack and forth over the sheet 
and a point is counted against a team 
every time it is allowed to touch the 
ground. Owing to the height of the 
sheet, it is impossible to anticipate where 
the balloon will come over, and a con- 
siderable amount of agility is called for. 

BLOWING THE FEATHER 

Divide the players into two teams. 
They must stand at opposite sides of a 
sheet which is held by everyone tight up 
beneath the chin. A feather is dropped 
on the mddle of the sheet and 
everyone starts to blow. When 
the feather is blown against a 
player, a point is scored against 
his team. The game usually 
ends when one team has scored 
ten points. 



Answers To 
Brain teasers 

1. Letters of the alphabet, 

2. IX. 

3. 44 + 44 + 4 + 4 + 4. 

4. Six, for two brothers had 
married two daughters and 
had one daughter each. 



SQUEAK, PIGGY, SQUEAK 

All the plaver* sit on chairs in a circle, 
except on* who is blindfolded, given a 
cushion, and plated in the middle. I he 
blindfolded plaver walk* around she cir- 
cle and, placing the cushion on some- 
one's kni-rs, sit* on it *a>ing. "Squeak, 
piggy, squeak". The players thus chal- 
lenged must squeak, disguising his or her 
voice as much as possible. If the name 
of the squeaker is guessed, he takes his 
turn to }«• blindfolded, otherwise the 
challenger mint continue in the middle. 
A cushion must lr used to prevent the 
blindfolded player front detecting an- 
other by his or her clothes 

GENERAL POST 

Here. avain, all rnnspetitors are seated 
either in a circle or around the room. 
One h blindfolded and placed in she 
middle. The other plavers ate given 
names of towns or cities and when the 
postmaster, standing iu the middle, an- 
nounces that he has a letter from one 
place to another, the two players men- 
tioned have to rhanae places. If the 
postmaster manages to touch a plaver 
while he is moving from one seat to 
another, they change places, the one 
caught becoming the postmaster, and the 
postmaster taking the name of the town 
of the player lie caught. When the post- 
master calls out "general post" all the 
players must change their positions. 

ORANGE AND SPOON RACE 

At one end of the room plare a row of 
oranges, one for each player The com- 
petitor* start from the other end of the 
room provided with a dessert spoon each, 
They must pick up the oranges without 
touching them with anything but the 
spoons, nor must the oranges be rolled 
against the wall or furniture. 

The first player to pick up his orange 
and return with it in the spoon to the 
starting line wins. 



Riddle-Me-Rec: TURKEY 
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A beautiful thought in 
your sub-conscious mind? 



MK. ft MRS. WM. AKINS 
Their slory is on poge 11. 

The Lady with "The War Cry" 

i Continued from page 10) 

but this lima it was different. This was our 
first @»p<shBnee of a roally Christian Christ- 
mas. This Christmas there was no smoking 
or drinking. With the friends who called 
wg celebrated with coffee. On Christmas 
morning the gifts under ihe tree were not 
exchanged until afler our return from ihe 
hall where w@ worshipped and remembered 
the birth of our Saviour. I believe that this 
was the first time I had acknowledged the 
Christian significance of Christmas. 

Very often, perhaps, the plans of God 
Kern mysterious to us, yet, thinking back, 
there was no mystery about the way He 
directed the footsteps of Mrs. Wombold to 
our door with that copy of the Christmas 
War Cry in 1965. 

Our two children, Laurie and Paul, both 
made their own decisions at the Mercy Seat. 
Paul is now a junior soldier and hopes to 
be able to join a young people's band in 
the near future. Laurie is doing very well in 
the corps cadets. 

I realize now that prior to enrolment in 
The Salvation Army, Satan had not had to 
bother too much about us. We were most 
probably way down on the list as "good 
Christians". Now its another story. 

Soon we shall be leaving Ontario because 

we both feel without any doubt that God is 

calling us to go elsewhere, by the time this 

is being read we may know what it is He 

wishes us to do. , ..,,., 

Lewis M. Ludlow 



(Continued from page 3) 



all sides. "I have never been a pray- 
ing man," he said, "but I prayed then. 
'Almighty God get me out of this jam.' 
Ami God answered my prayer." 

Oh yes, the little artist of 1940 was 
right — - there among the tanks and 
[winters somewhere Christ could he 
found. He is somewhere in every pic- 
lure, waiting to be recognized as Guide, 
Counsellor and Friend -and, oh, so an- 
xious to be recognized as Saviour. What 
a pity he is kept behind the scenes, wait- 
ing to be wanted! There goes mankind, 
groping about in the darkness. "Standing 
somewhere in the shadows, you'll find 
Jesus." Yes, you may find Him there, 
but don't leave Him there! 

Why, is there no room in the inn? 
"Crowded are crib and bed" sings the 
poet quoted on page two — but with 
what? Is there no room in the inn? 
Can he not find a place in your busy 
everyday thoughts, with their many 
comings and goings? Do you fear to 
hring Him in with your company around 
the hearth? Dare you introduce Him 
into your daily pursuits? You know 
very well He cannot be kept in the back- 
ground, a beautiful thought in your sub- 
conscious mind. Will you hold hurried 
counsel with Him on the threshold of 
your day and then excuse yourself to 
hurry back to the things that really oc- 
cupy your mind — your regular guests? 

Can you picture Him glancing past 
you into the innermost recesses of your 
mind. Do you hear Him say: "How 
long shall thy vain thoughts lodge with- 
in thee?" What does He see? 

There's that evil fellow resentment 
glowering there. He is a squatter if ever 
there was one and yet you have har- 
boured the likes of him for years. 

Then there is pride. He spreads him- 
self out as if he owns the place. Perhaps 



In The Light of The Incarnation (Continued from page 7) 

is God's merciful action in behalf of men which reached its climax in the 
Incarnation, Crucifixion and Resurrection of Jesus Christ. 

The^ first loyality of the Canadian Christian is to his sovereign Lord, 
Jesus Christ. His is a dual citizenship. He does not seek to opt out the 
responsibilities of earthly citizenship, but Christ has prior claim on his 
loyalty, love and service. Any competing claim that would usurp Christ's 
place of primacy, is to be rejected. It is often difficult in our complicated 
urban society to distinguish between causes and claims that are harmful 
and those that are; helpful. Simple solutions are seldom at hand. Intimacy 
with Christ through prayer, together with a study of bibical insights and 
sensitivity to the voice of the Holy Spirit as He instructs our minds, can 
help guide Christians through the maze of decisions demanded daily in the 
overlapping spheres of business, morals and human relationships. 

The roots of Canadian culture lie in the Christian faith. It will be a 
sad day for Canada if we tolerate the slow severance of our life from those 
roots. Let us pray and work for a revitalization of the faith that sees the 
whole of life in the light of the Incarnation. 
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he docs. There are impure thoughts 
there too, slinking about in the corner. 
"Oh," you say, "I wouldn't dream of 
letting them in, they slipped in un- 
awares." True, but you like them really, 
or else you would have made some 
effort to turn them out. Then there's 
that bullying fellow malice, so quick 
with his fists. You really do wish you 
could get him out. 

They may not all be unpleasant com- 
pany. In the constant coinings and go- 
ings of your mind are those purposes 
concerning the future happiness of 
those who depend upon you: your home, 
your health, the education of your chil- 
dren. They have a right to their place 
in the inn. Christ does not deny them a 
place there. That which is good He can 
use. Those ideals and ideas which com- 
mingle within the inn of your mind can 
be sanctified when they come under His 
gracious influence. There will be no 
trouble in getting rid of the evil things. 
They will hurry off. "Angels and men 
before Him fall — and — devils fear and 
fly." 

The Christ who asks an entry into 
your heart, has no other earthly home. 
His is no hermit's cell. He is the Christ 
of every road and He calls at the way- 
side inn, your mind and heart, and mine. 
We cannot confine Him to one day, or 
one place — the Sunday service and the 
Temple. 

Evil things are usurping His rightful 
place everywhere. Are they doing so in 
our own thoughts and habits? There is 
only one way to resist this encroach- 
ment. We must at all costs increase 
the God-content of the every day: in 
our home life, business life, reading and 
recreations. 

Finally, I have a special appeal to 
these outside of the fellowship of Christ 
and His people. You know that, if there 
is a God, you must find a place for 
Him. You know that you are doing the 
wrong thing in keeping Him in the 
stable — just making use of Him when 
you want Him. You know the rightful 
place for Him is in the centre of your 
desires and affections. You know He 
could not be comfortable there with the 
unpleasant things you indulge in. You 
can add another verse to that given you 
on page two, 

Christ of our Calvary! Where shall 
we cradle Thee? 

Altar and hearth have lain under 
the curse of Cain 

Yet, if but Thou remain in hearts 
that hope again, 

Thankful, we cradle Thee. 



The picture on paste seven is from the 
Confederation Life Collection. 

The pictures on tile inside front cover 
and the back covers are by Miller Serv- 
ices, Toronto. 
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